102           WITH AN IMMOETAL
From him the Asters stole it; and the thong
Erewhile to Robert B. did once belong.
Vile things!    Put on that trumpet I    It will roar
Its dreary platitudes for evermore.
The words to wisdom make a fond pretence,
But analysed, possess no shred of sense.
The Asters stole them.   Strange that lovers true
With tools like these their fame should quite undo."
"Who are these villain Asters, prithee, say, Who've dared a ruffian hand upon thee lay ? "
" The Poetasters," she replied, " are they. "For fifty years they held me up to scorn, Until I wished I never had been born. At last they tired of their insensate joke, And left me helpless, bound beneath this oak,"
I gazed upon her charms, no longer shy, And cried, "For thee I dare to do and die. Thy foes shall perish.   See !   Their doom is nigh," And valiantly I waved my chopper high.
"But------" (here I stammered). " Algie having passed,
Thou hast no lover now, he being last. Might I presume ? "
" What, thou ? " she quickly said, And gazed intently on my grizzled head. ('Tie strange how quick a woman will discover A trifling blemish in a would-be lover.) But seeing then the yearning in my eyes, Her voice grew softer.   "High indeed the prize